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Much Ado about Nothing:.

A C T I.

I .
S C £ N £, Court before Leonato’s Houfe.

Enter Leonato, Htro, and Beatrice, "with a
NLefjenger,

LeShST Learn, in this letter, that Don Pedro df

X Arragon comes this night to MeBina.
Me£'. He is very near, by this; he was not three

leagues off, when 1 left him.

Lecn. How many gentlemen have you loft in

this aftion ?

But few of any fort, and none of name.
Leon, A viftory is twice itfelf, when the atchiever

brings home full numliers. I find here, that Don
Pedro hath beftow’d much honour on a young Flo-

rentine, call’d Claudio.

Mtjf. Much deferving on his part, and equally

remembered by Don Pedro. He hath borne him-
fclf beyond the promife of his age, doing, in the
figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion.

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Meftina, will be

Very much glad of it.

Mcff, 1 have already delivered him letters, and
there appears much joy in him

;
even fo much, that

joy could not Ihew itfelf modcft enough, without a

badge of bitternefs.

. Leon. Did he bre?k out into tears ?

Mejf. In great meafufe.
Leon. A kind overflow of kindnefs; there are no

faces truer than thofe that are fo wa/h’d. ^
Beat, I pray you, is Signior Montanto returned

from the wars

MeJf. 1 know none of that name, lady
;
there

•fas none fuch in the army, of any fort.

Leon. What is he that you afk (or, niece }

Hero. My coufin means Signior Benedick of
Padua.

,

Mejf. O, he’s return’d, and as pleafant as ever
. he was.

Beat, I pray you, how many hath he kill’d and
eaten, in thefe wars ? But how many hath he kill’d?

for, indeed, 1 promis’d to eat all of his killing.

Leon- ’Faith, niece, you tax fignior Benedick too
tnueh

; but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt it not.

Mejf. He hath done good fervice, lady, in thefe
wars.

Beat. You had mufty viduals, and he hath help
to eat them; he’s a very valiant trencher-man, he

..hath an excellent ftomach.

Meff, And a good foldier too, lady.

Beat. And a good foldier to a lady ! But what'
ts he to a lord ?

Leon, You muft not, Sir, miftake my niece:
the-’e is a kind offficrry war betwixt Signior Bene-

dick and her; they never meet, but there’s a Ikir-
milh between them.

Beat. Alas! he gets notliing by that. In our
laft conflict, four of his five wits, went halting ofF,
and now is the whole man govern’d with one. So
that, if he have wit^ eriough to keep hjmlelf warm,
let him bear it for a difference between h'mfttlf and
his horfe, for it is all tire wit that he hath left, to
be known a reafonable creature. Wno is his r ,tn-

panion, now ? He hath every month a ne v na
brother.

Meff. Is it poflible?

Beat. 'Very ealily poffible; he wear? h's faith
but as the falhion of his hat, it ever changes with
the next block.

M^;i fee,lady,thegentlem.anisnotinyourboeks.
Beat. No, if he were, I would burn my Itudy,

But, I pray you, who i» his companion ?

MeJJ, He is moft in the company of the right
noble Claudio.

Beat. O lord, he will hang upon him, like a dif-
eale; he is fooner caught than the pefttlence, and
the taker runs prefently mad, God help the noble
Claudio; if he have caught the Benedick, it will
coft him a thoufand pound ere he be cur’d.

Leon, You’li ne'er run mad, niece.
Beat. No, not till a hot January. [A fourijh.
Meff. Don Pedro is approach’d.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar,
and Don John.

Pedro. Good fignior Leonato, you are come to
meet your trouble. The falhion of the wprld is,
to avoid coft, and you encounter it.

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe, Jn the
likei.efs of your grace; for trouble being gone,
comfort fhoold remain; but when you depart from
me, forrow abides, and happinefs takes his leave,

Pedro. You embrace your charge moft willingly.
I think this is your daughter,

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me fo.
Bene. Were you in doubt, that you alk’d her?
Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then you were

a child.

Pedro, You have it full. Benedick; you may
guefs by this, what you are, being a man : truly the
lady favours herfelf. Be happy, lady, for you are
like an honourable father.

Bene. If fignior Leonato be her father, flie would
not have his head on her Ihoulders for all Mel^a,
«s like him as fhe is. \^Prince and Leon, talk apart.

Beat. I wonder that you will ftill be talking,
Signior Benedick; nobody marks you.

Bene. What, my dear lady difdain ! are you yet
living?
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Beal, is it po/!>ble difdain Ihould die, while flie

hath fuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Bene-
dick ? Courtefy iifclf muft convert to difdain, if

yoo come in her prefence.

Bene. Then is courtefy a turn-coat: but it is

certain, 1 am lov’d '
all ladies, only you excepted

;

and I would I could lind In my heart, that 1 had not

a hard heart, for truly, 1 love none.

Beat. A dear happinefs to women, they would
clfe have been troubled with a pernicious fuitor. I

thank Keav’n, and my cold blood, I am of your
humour for that. 1 had rather hear my dog bark

at a crow, than a man fwear he loves me.
Sene. Heav’n keep your ladyfhip ftill in that

mind, fo fome gentleman or other lhall ’fcape a

predeftinate fcratch’d face.

Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, if

’twere fuch a one as yours.

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrnt-teacher.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beaft

of yours.

Bene. I would my horfe had the fpeed of your

tongue, and fo good a continuer. But keep your

way, a God's name, I have done.

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick; 1

know you of old.

Pedro. [Apart.'l This is the fum of all. Leo-

nato, Signior Claudio, and Signior Benedick
;
my

dear friend Leonato hath Invited you all. I tell

him we lhall iUy here at the lead: a month, and he

heartily prays lome occafion may detain us longer.

I dare fwear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his

heart.

Leon. If you fwear, my lord, you lhall not be

forfworn. Let me bid you welcome, my lord
;

be-

ing reconciled to the prince, your brother, 1 owe
you all duty.

yoLn. 1 thank you
; I am not of many words,

but 1 thank you.

Leon. Pleafe it your grace, lead on.

Pedro, Your hand, Leonato; we will go together.

\^Exeunt alt, but Benedick and Claudio.

Claud. Benedick

!

Bene. What do you fay, count ?

Claud. Didft thou note the daughter of Signior

Leonato.^

Bene. I noted her not, but I look’d on her.

Claud. Is Ihe not a modeft young lady .*

Bene. Do you queftion me, as an honed m.m
fhould do, for mv fimple true judgment ? or would

you have me fpeak after my cuftom, as being a pio-

felfed tyrant to their fex ?

Claud. No. J pr’ythee fpeak In fober judgment.

Bene. Why, i'Jaith, methinks fhe is too low for

an high praife, too brown for a fair praife, and too

little for a great praife
;
only this commendation 1

can afford her, that were die other than fhe is, Ihe

were unhandfome; and being no other but as fhe

is, 1 do not like her.

Claud. Thou think’ft 1 am In fport. I pray thee,

tell me truly how thou lik’d her >

Bene. Would you buy her, that you enquire after

her ?

Claud. Can the world buy fuch a jewel ?

Bene. Yea, and a cafe to pur it into. But fpeak

you this with a (ad brow I or do you play the Rout-

ing jack ? Come, in what key (hall a man take you '

Claud. In mine eye, file is the fweeted lady that

1 ever look’d on.

Bene. I can fee yet without fpeflacles, and 1 fee

no fuch matter; there’s her couiin, if (he were not

pofled with fuch a fury, exceeds her as much in

beauty, as the fird of hlay doth the lad of Decem-

ber. But I hope you have no Intent to turn huf.
band, have you I

Claud. 1 would fcarce truft myfelf, though I had
fworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

Bene. Is’t come to this, in faith? Hath not'the

world one man, but he will wear his cap with fuf-

plcion ? Shall I never fee a bachelor of threefcore,

again? O, fye! Go to, i’faltli
;

if thou wilt needs

thrud thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it,

and figh away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is re-

turn’d to feek you.

Re-enter Don Pedro.

Pedro. What fecret hath held you here, that you
follow not to Leonato’s houfe ?

Bene. I would your grace would condrain me to

tell.

Pedro. I charge thee, on thy allegiance.

Bene. You hear. Count Claudio, I can be fecret

as a dumb man, I would have you think fo; but on

my allegiance, mark you this; on my allegiance, he

is in love. With whom ? Now that is your grace’s

part. Mark how fhort his anfwcr is, with Hero,

Leonato’s fhort daughter.

Claud. If this were fo, fo had he told it.

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord, it is not fo,

nor ’twas not fo; and indeed, Heav’n forbid It fhould

be fo.

Claud. If my paflion change not fliortly, Heav’n

forbid it diould be otherwife.

Pedro. Ameu, if you love her; for the lady is

very well worthy.

Claud. You fpeak this to fetch me in, my lofd.

Pedro. By my troth, I fpeak my thought.

Claud, And in faith, my lord, 1 fpoke mine.

Bene. And by my two faiths and troths, my lord,

I fpeak mine.

Claud. That I love her, I feel.

Pedro. That d^ is worthy, 1 know.
Bene. That 1 neither feel how fhe Ihould be loved,

nor know how fhe flioulj be worthy, is the opinion

that fire cannot melt out of me; 1 will die in it at

the (lake.

Pedro. Thou wad ever an obdinate heretic in the

defpight of beauty.

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in

the force of his will.

Bene. That a woman conceived me, 1 thank her;

that (he brought me up, 1 likewite give her mod
humble thanks. But that 1 will have a reqheat

winded in my forehead, all women (hall pardon me ;

becaufc I will not do them the wrong to midrud

any, I will do myfelf the right to trud none; and

the fine is, for the which 1 may go the finer, ^ will

111 e a bachelor.

Pedro. I (liall fee thee, ere 1 die, look pale with

love.
_

Bene. With angsr, with ficknefs, or with hun-

ger, my lord, not with love. Prove, that ever I

lofc more blood v/1 th Io\ e, than 1 will get again with

drinking, pick out my eyes with a ballad-maker s

pen, and hang me up at the door ot g brothel-houfe,

for the fign of blind Cupid,

Pedro. Well, if ever thou dodfall from this faith,

thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle, like a cat,

and fhoot at me.

Pedro. Well, as time diall try; in time the fa-

vage bull doth bear the yoke.

Bene. The favage hull may, but if ever the fen-

fible Benedick bear it, pluck oft' the bull’s horns,

and let them in my forehead ;
and let me be vilely

painted, and in fuch great letters as they write,

“ Here good horfe to hire,’ let them Cgnify un-
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der my fign, " Here you may fee Benedick the

marry’d man.”
Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not fpent all hts qui-

ver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this, ihortly.

Bene. I look for an earthquake too, then.

Pedro. Well, you will [emporife with the hours.

In the mean-time, good Signior Benedick, repaii

to Leonato’s, commend me to him, and tell him 1

will not lai! him at fupper, for indeed he hath made

great preparation.

Sene. I have almoft matter enough in me for fuch

an embalfage
;
and fo I commit you

Claud. To the tuition of Heav’n. From my houfe,

if I bad it.

Pedro. Thefixth of July, your loving friend. Be-

nedick.

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not
j
the body of

your difcourfe is fometimes guarded with fragments,

and the guards are but flightly bafted on, neither.

Ere you flout old ends, any faither, examine your

confcience, and fo I leave you. [Kxir.

Claud. My liege, your hignefs may now do me
good.

Pedro. My love is thine to teach, teach it but

And thou lhalt fee how apt it is to learn [how,

Any hard lefl'on that may do thee good.

Claud. Hath Leonato any fon, my lord ?

Pedro. No child but Hero, flie’s his only heir.

Doft thou afFeft her, Claudio?

Claud. O, my lord.

When you went onward, on this ended afllon,

I look'd upon her with a foldier’s eye.

That lik'd, but had a rougher talk in hand,

Than to drive liking to the name of love.

But now I am return’d, and that war thoughts

Have left their places vacant; in their rooms

Come thronging foft and delicate defires.

All prompting me how fair young Hero is.

Saying, I lik’d her ere I went to wars.

Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover, prefently.

And tire the hearer with a book of words.

Jf thou doft love fair Hero, cherilh it.

And I’ll break with her. Was’t not to this end.

That thou began’ft to twift fo fine a ftory ?

Claud. How fweetly do you minifter to love.

That know love’s grief, by his complexion 1

But left my liking might too fudden feem,

I would have falv’d it with a longer treatife.

Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than

The faireft grant is tile neceflity
;

[the flood ^

J-ock, what will ferve, is fit. ’Tis once, tliou loveft.

And I will fjt thee with the remedy.

I know we lhall have revelling, to-night
j

•J will alTume thy part in fome dlfguifc.

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio,

And in her bofom I’ll unclafp my heart.

And take her hearing prifoncr with the force.

And ftrong encounter of my amorous tale
j

Then after to her father will I break.

And the conclufion is, fhe lhall be thine.

In praftice let us put it, prefently. [Exeunt.

Enter Don John and Conrade.

Conr. What the goo.i-jer, my lord? Why are you

thus out of meafure fad.i’

‘John. There is no meafure in the occafion that

breeds it, therefore the fadnefs is without limit.

Conr. You Ihould hear reafon.

‘John. .'Vnd when 1 have heard it, what blefling

fcringerh it ?

Conr. If not a prefent remedy, yet a pat'rent fuf-

ferance.

John. I wonder that thou (being, as thou fay’ft

thou art, born under Saturn) goeft about to apply a

moral medicine, to a mortifying mlfchief. I can-

not hide what 1 am: I muft be fad, when I have

c.iufe, and fmileat no man’s jefts; eat when I have

a ftomach, and wait for no man’s leifure; fleep when
I am drowfy, and tend on no man’s bufinefs; laugh

when I am merry, and claw no man in his humour.

Conr. Yea, but you muft not make the full Ihow

of this, till you may do it without controulment.

You have, of late, flood out againft your brother,

and he hath ta’en you newly into his grace, where

it is impofliblc you fliould take root, but by the fair

weather that you make yourfelf; it is needful that

you frame the feafon for your own harveft.

'John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than

a rofe by his grace; and it better fits my blood to be

difdain’d of all, than to faftiion a carriage to rob love

from any. In this (though I cannot befaid to be a

flattering honeft man) it mufl not be deny’d but 1

am a plain-dealing villain. I am trufted with a

muzzel, and infranchifed with a clog, therefore, I

have decreed not to ling in my cage. If I had my
mouth, I would bite; if 1 had my liberty, I would

do my liking. In the meantime, let me be that!

am, and feek not to alter me.
Conr. Can you make no ufe of your difeontent?

John. I will make all ufe of it, for 1 ufe it only.

— Who comes here.^—What news, Borachio?

Enter Borachio.

Bora. I come yonder, from a great fupper; the

prince, your brother, is royally entertain’d by Leo-

nato; and I can give you intelligence of an in-

tended marriage.

John. Will it ferve for any model to build mif-

chief on ? What is he, for a fool, that betroths him-

felf to unquietnefs ?

Bora. Marry, it is your brother’s right-hand.

John. Who, the molt exquifite Claudio ?

Bora. Even he.

John. A proper fquire. And who, and who?
Which way looks he?

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter, and heir

of Leonato.

John. A very forward March chick! Come, let

us thither, this may prove food to my difpleafure.

That young ftart-up hath all the glory of ray over-

throw; if 1 can crofs him, any way, 1 blefs myfelf;

every way.—You arc both fure, and will aflift me.

Conr. 'To the death, my lord.

‘John. Let us to the great fupper, their chear is

the greater that I am fubdu’d: would the cook were

of my mind. [Exeunt.

coaooooc 309coooooeeo

ACT II.

SCENE, a grand Hail in Leonato’s Houfe.

• Enter Leonato and Antonio. i

Leon. 'll T O W came you to this ?

X*j[ Ant. I tell you, the prince, and Count

Claudio,

Walking before fupper in the thick pleach’d

I
Alley of the orchard, were overheard by a

Man of mine. It was agreed upon, that the prince

(hould in a dance, woo Hero, as for himfeif; and

having obtain’d her, give her to Count Claudio.

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit who told you this ?

Ant. A good fliarp I'ellow. 1 will fend for him,

and you lhall queftion him yourfelf.

- Leon. No, no, we w'ill hold it as a dream, till

it appear itfelf.—But do you acquaint my daughter

withal, that Ihe may be better prepar’d for hdr an-

Iwer, if pertdveutuic this be true.—Here Ihe.ywu.M.
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Eitter Htio and Bfiatnce. Ltan. The revellers are entering, brother; make

good room. •

- iMufic again.
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Baltha^zarj

aiid otheriy in Mdjqaeradt.
Pedro, Lady, will you walk away with your friend ?

So you walk foftly, ar.-d look fweetiv, and

Leon. Was not Count John here, atfupper?
jint. I faw him not.

Best. How tartly that gentleman looks! I can
never fee him, but I am heart-burn ’d an hour after.

Hero. He is of a very, melancholy difpofition.

.
excellent man'that were made fay nothing,' I am yours foj'the wlIk’VnTiveciallv

jult in the mid- way, between him and Benedic.k;| when X walk away.
‘ ^

the one is too like an image, and fays nothing; and Pedro. With me in you-- co.mpany ?

Hero.

the other too like my lady’s elded: fon, evermore
tattling.

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick’s tongue, in
Count John’s mouth, and half Count John’s me-
lancholy, in Signior Benedick’s face—

Beat. With a good leg_

and money enough in his purfe, luch a man would
win any woman in the world if he could get
her good-v/iil.

Hero. I may fay fo, when 1 pleafe.
Pedto. And when pleafe you to fay fo .>

Hero. Wlicn I like your favour; for Heaven de-
fend the lute Ihould be like the cafe.

Pedro. Xviy vifor is Philemon’s roof, within the
and a good foot, uncle, houfc is Jove.

Il.ro. Why, then, your vifor diould be thatch’d,
Pedto. Speak luw, it you fpeak love.
htiith. Weil, I would you did like me.
Marg. So would not I, for your own fake, for I

Leu:. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get'
thee a hulhand, if thou be fo Ihre.vd of thy tongue. '' have many ill qualities.

Beat, For that bleding i am at Hea\en, upon my*
"

knees, every ini.rning and evening. Lord, 1 could
not endure a hufband with a beard on his face, 1

had rather lay in woollen.

Leon. You may light upon a hulhand that hath
no beard.

Beat, What fhould I do wlt’n him.’ drefs him in
niy apparel, and make him my waiting gentlewo-
man I He that hath a beard, is more than a youth,
and he that hath no beard, is lefs than a man

;
and

he that is more than a youth, is not fit forme; and
he that is lels than a man, I am not fit for him;
therefore, I viill even take fixpence in earneft of
the bearherd, and lead his apes into hell.

Leon. Well then, get you thither.

Beat. No, but to the gate; and there will the
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with his horns
on his head, and fay, Get you to heaven, Beatrice,
get you to heaven, here’s no place for you maids;
fo deliver I up my apes, and away to St. Peter, for
the heavens, where the bachelors fit, and there
live we as merry as the day is long.

H’.r. Well, niece, 1 truft you will be rul’d by
your father. [To Hero'.

Beat. Yes, faith, it is my coufin’s duty to make
curt'fy, and fay, As it pleaies you

;
but yet, for all

that, coulin, let him be a handfome fellow, or elfe

make another curt fy, and fay, Father, as it pleafes me.
Leon. VVell, niece, 1 hope to fee you one day fit-

ted with a hufband.

Beat. Not till men are made of fame other me-
tal than earth; would it not grieve a woman to be

overnauiier’d with a piece of valiant dull? to make
account of her life to a clod of wayward marie?
No, uncle. I’ll none. Adam’s fonsareiny brethren,
and, trulv, 1 hold it a fin to matph in my kindred.

Leor. Daughter, remember what I told you; if

the prince do folicit you in that kind, you know
your anfwer.

Beat. The fault will be in the mufic, coufin, if

you be not woo’d in good time; if the prince be too

importunate, teil him there is meafure in every

thing, and lo dance out the anfwer: for hear me.
Hero, wooing, wedding, and repenting, is a Scotch
jig, a meafuie, and a cinque-pace; the flril fuit is

hot and hafiy, like a Scotch jig, and full as fantaf-

tical; tlie wedding mannetly-modell, as a meafure,
full of Hate and aiicier.try; ai^d then comes repen-
tance, and, with his bad legs, falls into the cinque-

Ealth. Which is one }

Marg. I lay my prayers aloud.
Bdirh. I love you the better, the hearers may cry.

Amen.
Marg. Luck match me with a good dancer!
Balth, Amen.
Marg. And keep him out of my fight when the

dance is done: anfwer, clerk.

Baltb. No more words; tlie clerk is anfwer’d.

dance by the Majqaeradert.
Beat. Will you not tell me who told you fo?
Bene. No, you fhall pardon me.
Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you arc?
Bene. Not now.
Beat. That I was difdainful, .vnd that I had my

good wit out of the hundred merry tales——welJ,
this was Signior Benedick that faid fo.

Bene. What’s he?
Beat. I am fure you know him well enough.
Bene, Not I, believe me.
heat. Did he never make you laugh ?

Bene. I pray you, what is he?
Beat. Why, he is the prince’s jeller

;
a very dull

fool; his only gift is in deviling impoflible Ilandcrsi
none but libertines delight in him, and the com-
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villainy; for
he both pleafes men, and angers them

; and then
they laugh at him, and beat him; 1 am fure he is

in the fleet, I would he had boarded me.
Bene. When I know the gentleman, I’ll tell him

what you fay.

Beat. Do, bo
;

he’ll but break a comparifon or
two on me, which peradventure, not mark’d or not
laugh’d at, ftrikes him into melancholy, and then
there’s a partridge wing fav’d

;
for the fool will eat

no fupper that night. We mull follow the leaders.

Bene. In every good thiny.

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, 1 will leave

them at the next turning. [^Exeunt,

Manent Don John, Claudio, and Dor.achio.

gobn. Now then for a trick of contrivance. Sure
my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath withdrawn
her father, to break with him about it; the ladies

follow her, and but one vifor remains.

Bor. And that is Claudio; I know hin^ by hij

bearing,

'gobn. Are you not Signior Benedick?
Claud, You know me well, 1 am he.

John. Slgniof, you are very near my brother in
Jiace, taller and lafter, tjll he finks into his grave, this love, he is enamour’d on Hero; I pray you, dif-

L,..n. Coufin, you apprehend palling Ihrewdly.

B.d:. 1 have a good eye, uncle; I can fee a church
by day- light. ^A/a/c^/uyi.

fuade him from her, the is no equal for his birth
j

you may do the part of an honelt man in it.

ftaud. How know you he 1oy?s her?
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y»bn. I heard him fwear his affeiiion.

Bor. So did I, too
;
and he fwore he would marry

her to-night.

John. Come, let us to the banquet.

[Exeunt John anA Eor.ichlo.

Claud. Thus anfwer I in name of Benedick,
But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio.
’Tis certain fo—the prince wooes for himfelf.

Friendship is conftant, in all other things,

Save in the office and affairs of love;

Therefore, all hearts in love, ufe your own tongues,
Let every eye negotiate for itfelf,

And truft no agent; beauty is a witch,

Againfl whofe charms faith melted into blood.

This is an accident of hourly proof.

Which I miftrufted not.—.Farewel, then, Hero!

Enter Benedick.

Bene. Count Claudio ?

Claud. The fame.

Bene. Come, will you go with me?
Claud. Whither?
Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own

bufinefs, Count. What falhion will you wear the

garland of? about your neck, like an ufurer’s chain?
or under your arm, like a lieutenant’s fcarf? you
muff wear it one way, for the prince hath got your
Hero.

Claud. I wish him joy of her.

Bene. Why that's fpoken like an honeff drover;
fo they fell bullocks: but did you think the prince
would have ferved you thus?

Claud. I pray you, leave me.
Sene. Nay, now you ftrike like the blind man;

’twas the boy that ftole your meat, and you’ll beat
the pofl.

Claud. If it will not be. I’ll leave you. [Exit
Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! now will he creep

into fedges. But that my Lady Beatrice fhouM know
_me, and not know me ! the prince’s fool ! ha! it

may be I go under that title, becaufe I am merry;
•yea, but fo I am apt to do niyfelf wrong; I am not
to reputed. It is the bafe (tho’ bitter) dlfpofuion
of Beatrice, that puts the world into her perfon,
and fo gives me out; well. I’ll be reveng’d as 1 may.

Enter Don Pedro.

Pedro. Now, Signior, where’s the Count? Did
you fee him ?

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have play’d the part of
Lady Fame. I found him here, as melancholy as
a lodge in a warren. I told him (and, I think, told
him true) that your grace had got the will of this
young lady

;
and 1 ofier’d him my company to a wil-

low-tree, either to make him a garland, as being
forfaken, or to bind him a rod, as being worthy to
be whipt.

Pedro. To be whipt! What’s his fault ?

Bene. The flat tranfgreffion of a fchool boy; who,
being overjoy’d with finding a bird's neft, fhews it

his companion, and he fleals it.

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft a tranfgreffion ?

the tranfgreffion is in the ftealer.

Bene. Vet it had not been amifs the rod had been
made, and the garland too; for the garland he
ihight have worn himfelf, and the rod he might have
beftow’d on you, who (as I take it) have ftol’n his
bird's neft.

Pedro. I will but teach them to fing, and reftore
them to the owner.

Uene. If their linging anfwer your faying, by my
faith you fay hnneftly.

Pedro, The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you;

Che gentleman that danc’d with her, told her fhe’a
much wrong’d by you.

Bene. O, fhe mifus’d me, part the indurance of «
block

;
an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would

have anfwer’d her; my very vifor began to affiime
life, and fcold with her! She told me, not thinking
I had been myfelf, that I was the prince’s jefter,
and that 1 was duller than a great thaw; huddling
jeft uponjeft, with fuch impetuous conveyance upon
me, that 1 Itood like a man at a mark, with a
whole army fhooting at me; fhe fpeaks poniards,
md every word ftabs; if her breath were as terrible
as her terminations, there were bo living near her,
the would infeft to the north-ftar; I would not
matry her, though fhe were endowed with all that
-•idam had left him, before he tranfgrefs’d

;
fhe

would have made Hercules have turn’d the fpit, yea
and have cleft his club to make the fire, too. I
would to Heaven fome fcholar would conjure her;
tor certainly while fhe is here, a man may live as
quiet in hell, as in a fan£liiary; and people fin upon
puipofe, becaufe they would go thither; fo, indeed,
all dilquiet, horror, and perturbation follow her.

Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato, and Hero.
Pedro. Look, here fhe comes.
Bene. Will your grace command me any fervice

to the world's end? I will go on the fliglueft errand
now, to the Antipodes, that you can devife to fend
me on; I will fetch you a tooth-picker from the
fartheft inch of Alia ? bring you the length nf Pref-
ter John's foot; fetch you a hair of the great Cham’s
beard; do you any embafl'age to the pigmies; rather
than hold three words conference with this harpy;
you have no errp'oyment for me?

Pedro. None, but to defire your good company.
Bene. O lord. Sir, here’s a difh 1 love not. 1

cannot endure this lady’s tongue. [Exit.
Pedro. Come, lady, come, you have loft the heart

of Signior Benedick. You have put h'wn down, la-

dy; you have put him down.
Beat. So I would not he fhould do me, my lord,

left 1 fhould prove the mother of fools, i havi;

brought Count Claudio, whom you fent me to feek.
Pedro. 'A'hy, hovr now, Count, wherefore are

you fad ?

Claud. Not fad, my lord.

Pedro. How then ? tick ?

Claud. Neither, my lord.

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor fick, nor mer-
ry, nor well; bur civil, Count, civil as an orange,
and lomething of its jealous complexion.

Pedro. I’faith, lady, 1 thiijk your blazon to be
true; though I’ll befworn, if he be fo, bis conceit
is falfe—Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name,
and fair Hero is won

;
1 have broke with her father,

and his good-will obtained; name the day of mar-
riage, and Heav’n give thee joy.

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with
her my fortunes

;
his grace has made the match, andl

all grace fay amen to it.

Beat. Speak, Count, ’tis your cue.

Claud. Silence is the perfedfeft herald of jov
; I

were but little happy, if I could fay liow much.
Lady, as you are mine, I am yours; I give away
myfelf for you, and doat upon the exchange.

Beat. Speak, coufin, or (if you cannot) flop his
mouth with a kifs, and let not him fpeak, neither.

Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart.

Beat, Yea,"my lord, I thank it, poor fool, it keep*
on the windy fide of care : my coufin tells him in his
•car, that he is in her heart.

Claud, And fo fhe doth, coufin,

8
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Seat. Good Lord, for allisnce! Thus goes every [night, appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber-

one to the world but I, and I am fun-burn'd
; I may windov/.

£tin a corner, and cry, Heigh ho! for a hulband.

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I Will get you one.

Beat. 1 would rather have one of your f ather’s get-

ting : hath your grace ne’er a brother like you ? Your

John. What life is in that, to be the death of
this marriage ?

Sera. The poifon of that lies in you to temper;
go you to the prince, your brother, fparc not to tell

father got excellent hulbands, if a maid could come
|

him, that he hath wrong’d his honour, in marrying

by them.
Pedro. Will you have me, lady ?

Beat. No, my lord, unlcfs 1 might have another! as Kero.

the lenown'd Claudio, (whofe eftimation do you

I

mightily hold up) to a contaminated ft ale, fuch a one

for working-days; your grace is too coftly to wearj

every day : but 1 befeech your grace pardon me, 1
j

was born to fpeak all mirth, and no matter.
|

Pedro. Your filence moll offends me, and to be
j

merry beft becomes you
;
for out of ijueltiou

y
ou were

|

born in a merry hour.

Beat. No, fure, my lord, my mother cry'd; but I

yohn. What proof fliall I make of that?

Bora. Proof enough tomifufe the p'-ince, to v»x
Claudio, to undo Hero, to kill Leonato; look you
for any other iffue?

John. Only to defpight them, I will endeavour
any thing.

Bora. Go, then, find me a meet hour to draw
then there was a Ifar danc’d, ana under that 1 was I Don Pedro, and the Count Claudio, alone; tell

born—Coiifins, Heav'n give you joy I

Leon, Niece, will you look to thofe things I told

you of

them that you know Hero loves me
;
and in a kind

if zeal, both to the prince and Claudio, a., in lo,e

of your brother’s honour, who hath made this

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle: by your grace’s match, (and his friend’s reputation, who is thus

pardon. [£*if Beatrice. I like to be cozen’d with the lemblance of a m.aid)

Pedro. By my troth, a plcafant fpirited hoy.

Count Claudio, when mean you to go to church ?

that you have difeover’d thus. They will hardly be-

1 lieve this, without trial : offer them 'inftances.

C/iTuJ. To-morrow, my lord; time goes on crutches which fhall bear no lefs likelihood, than to fee me
till love have all its rites

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear fon, and a time

too brief too, to have all things anfwer my mind.

Pedro. Come, you lhake the head at fo long a

breaching; but I v/arranc thee, Claudio, the time

fliall not go dully by us. i w'ill, in the interim, un

at her chamber-window, hear me call .Margaret,

Hero
;

hear Margaret term me Borachio
;

and

bring them to fee this, the very night before the

intended wedding; for in the mean time J will fo

faftiion the macier, that Hero fhall be al-fent, and

there fhall appear fuch feeming proofs of Hero’s

derfake one of Hercules's labours, which is to bring difloyalty, that jealoufy (hall be call’d afl'urance, and

Signior Benedick and the L.sdy Beati ice intoa moun- I all the preparation overthrown,

tain of alfedtion, theone with theother; I would tain I

have it a match, and 1 doubt not to tafliion it, if you
|

three will but .miniller luch affiftancc as 1 fhall give
[

of tbi', and thy fee js a thouland ducats.

yobn. Grow this to what adve.rfc ilTue it can, I

will put it in pradlicc: be cunning in the woiking

you direction. Bora. Be thou conftant in the acculation, and

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it coft me
]
my cunn-ng fhall not ihame me.

ten nights watchings.

Claud. And L, my lord.

Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ?

Hero. I will do any modeft office, my lord, to help

jny coufin to a good hufband,

Pedro. And Benedick is notthe unhopefuleft h

yobn. 1 will prefenciy go learn their day of mar-

riage. \^F.xeunt.

SCENE, Leona' o’s Garden.

Enter Benedick.

Sere. I do much wondbr, that one man feeing

band that I know ; thus far 1 can praiie him, he is
| how much another man is a fool, when he dedicates

of a noble ftrain, of appiov’d valour, and confirm’d] his behaviours to love, will, a- ter he has laupht at

honelty. 1 will teach you how to humour yuurcou-j fuch fhallo'.v follies in others, become tbeaigumeiit

3'.n, that file (hall fall in love with Benedick; and i,l of bis own fcorn, o. falling in love ' and luch a man
yith your two helps, will fo praftile on Benelick,| is Claudio. 1 'nave known when thire was nomu-
that, in defpight of his quick wit, and his queafy ilo-| lick witli him, but the drum and the file, and now

had he rather hear the t.ibor and the pipe; I have

ould have walk'd ten miie

afoot, to fee a good armour; and now will he lie

ten nights awake, carving the fafhion of .s new
doublet. He w.ii wor t to fpeak plain, and to the

purpofe, like an .boneft man and a foldier, and now
yobn. Is it fo, the Count Claudio fhall marry the

j

he’s turn'd ortliographer, his words ai e a very tan-

danghtcr of i.eonato?
j
taftical banquet, jolt fo many ftrange dilhes. May

Bora. Yea, my lord; but 1 can crol's it. i 1 be fo converted, and (oc with thefe eyes? I can-

yohn. Any bar, any crofs, any inipediincnr, will
J not tell

;
1 think not I will not be fwo. n, but

he snedicinable to me
; I am lick in difpieaiiire to t love may tiansform me to an oyfter

;
but 1 II take

anach, he fhall fall in love with Beatrice : if we
«)o this, Cupid is no longer an archer, his gloi v (ha.

I

! known when h

be ours. Go in with me, and I will tell you mv drift

\^F.xeunt

F.n'cr Don John and Boraehin.

him, and wharfoever comes aciiwart liii afi'cet

ranges evenly witti mine. How canft thou crofs his

nia riage ’

Bora. Not honeftly, my lord
;
butfo covertly, that

no diihonclfy (hall appear in me.
yoLn. Shew me brictiy how.
Be a. 1 think f told your lordftiip, a year iince,

how much 1 am in the favourof Margaret, the wait-

ing gentlewoman to Flero.

'John. I remember.

Uoia, 1 can, at any unfeafona'olc inflcnt pf the.

my oath on it, till he have made an oyfter of me,

he fhall never make me fuch a fool
;
one woman

is fair, yet 1 am well; another is wile, yet 1 am
ivell; another virtpeus, yet 1 am well. But till

all graces be in one woman, one woman fhall nut

come in mv grace, Kicii fhe (hall be, th.at’s cer

tain; wite, or I’ll none; virtuyus, or 1 11 never

cheapen her
;

/.lir, or 1 )l never look on her; mild,

or come not ne.ir me; noble, or not 1 ;
of good

difeourfe, an excellent mulicisn, and her hair (hall

be of what colour it plejlc Heav’n, Ha! the prince
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and Monfieur Love; I will hide me in the arbour.

|

Bene. I ftould think this a gull, but that the
[Go« rn/o rir irrriawr. ‘ white-bearded fellow fpeaks it. Knavery cannot

Enter Den Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, and Balthal’ar.

Bedro. Come, (hall we hear this mufick >

Claud. Yea, my good lord
;
howftill theeveningis !

As huih’d on purpofe to grace harmony.
Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid blmfelf ?

Come, Balthafar, we’ll hear that fong again.

balih. O good my lord, tax not fo bad a voice,

Ti> (lander mufick any more than once.

Pedro. It is the witnefs (till of excellency.

To put a ftrange face on his own perfection;

I pray thee (ing, and let me woo no more.
Balth. I will, my lord.

fure hide himfelf in fuch reverence.
Claud. He hath ta’en th’ infedlion. Hold it up.
Pedro. Hath (he made her a(Fe£lion known to

Benedick ?

Leon. No, and fwcars (he never will; that’s her
torment.

Bene. So, fo

!

Leon. My daughter fays, the extafy hath fo much
overborne her, that (he is fometim^s afraid (he will
do defperate outrage to herfcif.

Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of it,
by fome other, if (he will not difeover it. I pray

Bene. Now fora divine air; how will they be
,

you, tell Benedick of it, and hear what he will fay.
ravifh’d! Is it not ftrange that dieep’s guts (hould

|

Leon. Ware it good, think you ?

hale fouls out of men’s bodies? Well, a horn for my
i

Claud. ’Tis very poflible he’ll fcorn it; for the
money, when all’s done.SONG.

Sigh no more, ladies, Jigh no more,

ALen over e deceivers ever
;

Onefoot in fea, and one on jhorey

To one thing confiant never.

'Then Jigh notfo, bur let them go,

j4nd beyou blithe and merry.

Converting all your founds of woe
Into bey donvn derry

.

Sing no more dirties, Jing no more.

Nor beyou dull or whining
;

Men have been falfe, and will befo
Id'hile love-Jiek maids are fining.

‘Thenftgh not fo, &c.
Pedro. By my troth, a good fong.

Balth. And an ill finger, my lord.

Bene. If he had been a dog that (hou’d have
howl’d thus, they would have hang’d him, and I

pray Heav’n his bad voice bode no mifehief; 1 had
as lief have heard the night-raven.

Pedro. Doft thou hear, Balthafar? I pray thee
get us (ome excellent mufick; fur to-morrow we
would have it at the lady Hero’s chamber-window.

Balth. The bed I can, my lord. [Exit. Balthafar.

Pedro. Do fo; farewel. Come hither, Leonato I

what was it you told me of, to-day, that your niece
Beatrice was in love with Signior Benedick?

Bene. How’s this >

Claud. O, ay, (talk on; flalk on, the fowl (its.

man, as you know all, hath a contemptible fpirit.
Bene. Very well !

Ciaud. Never tell him, my lord; let her wear it
out with good counfel.

Leon. Nay, that’s impoflible; (he may wear her
heart out firft.

Pedro. Well, we will hear farther of it by your
daughter: let it cool the while. I love Benedick
well, and I could wilh, he would modeftly examine
himfelf, to fee how much he is unworthy to have
fo gopd a lady.

Leon, My lord, will you walk? Dinner is ready.
Claud. 1( he do not doat on her, upon this, I will

never truft .my expectation.

Pedro. Let there be the fame net fpread for her,
and that muft your daughter and her gentlewomen
carry; the fport will be, when each holds an opi-
nion of the other’s dotage, and no fuch matter.
That s the feene that I would fee. Let us fend her
to call him in to dinner. [Exeunt.

Bene. This can be no trick; the conference was
fadly born; they have the truth of this from Heroj
they feem to pity the lady; it feems her alFeClIons
have the full bent. Love me ! why it muft be re-
quited: I hear how I am cenfured; they fay I will
bear myfelf proudly, if I perceive the love come
from her; they fay too, that (he will rather die,
than give any (ign of afFeiftion—-I did never think
to marry— 1 muft not feem proud—Happy are they
that hear their detractions, and can put them to

I did never think that lady would have loved any
j

mending. They fay the lady is fair 'tis a truth,

_
I

I can bear them witnefs—And virtuous—’Tis fo,
Leon. No, norineither; but moft wonderful,

j
1 cannot reprove ir. And wife, but forlovin» me

that (lie (hould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom I
By my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no

(he hath, in all outward behaviour, feem’d ever to
j

great argument of her folly; for I will be horrlblv

Bene. Is’t polTible ! fits the wind in that corner!
Leon. By my troth, my lord, 1 cannot tell what

to think of it; but that (he loves him with an en-
raged aifeCflon, it is paft the infinite of thought.

Pedro. IVfay be (he doth but counterfeit.
Claud. Faith, like enough.
Leon. Counterfeit! theie was never counterfeit

nt paflion came fo near the life of paftion as (he
tlil'covers it.

Pedro. Why, what efFeCfs of palfion (hews (he?
Claud. Bait the hook well, the ft(h will bite.
u-eon. What effect, my (old? (he w.llfityou—you

heard my daughter tell you how.
Claud. She did, indeed.
Pedro. How, how, 1 pray you ? you amaze me.

iw'ouldhave thought her fpirit had been invincible
agai.uft all alTauhs of affeCtioii.

Leon. I would have fworn it had, my lord, efpe-
c.iky againft Benedick,

in love with her— 1 mdy chance to have fome Odd
quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, becaufe
1 h.ave rail’d fo long againft marriage. But doth
not the appetite alter? A man kives the meat ia
his youth; that he cannot endure in his age. Shall
quips and I’entences, and thefe paper bullets of the
brain, awe a man from the career of his humour?
No: the world muft be peopled. When I laid I
would die a ba»chelor, 1 did not think I (hould live
till 1 were marry’d. Here conaes Beatrice. By
this day, (he’s a fair lady, I do fpy fome marks of
love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Seat. Againil my will, I amfent to bid you come
in to dinner.

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you foryour pains.
Beat. I took no more pains for thofe thanks,

than you take pains to thank me; if it had been
painful, I would not hive come.

Bene. You take pleafure, then, in the msfVage?
E %
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Beat- Yea, juft fomuch as you may take upon a

knife’s point, and choak a daw withal. You have
no ftomach, fignior. Fare you well. [Exit.

Bene. Ha! How’s this I Againft my will, I am
fent to bid you come in to dinner : there’s a double
metning in that. I took no more pains for thofe
thanks, than you took pains to thank, me. That’s
as much as to fay, any pains that I take for you,
is as eafy as thanks. If 1 do not take pity of her,
I am a villain

5
if I do not love her, I am a Jew.

I will go get her pifture. [Exit.

Much Ado about ddothingt
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ACT III.

S C E V E continues in the Carden,
Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urfula.

Ueno.^^ OOD Margaret, run theeintotheparlour,

Vj There lhalt th'ou find my coulin Beatrice;
Whifper her ear, and tell her, 1 and Urfula
Walk in the orchard, and our whole difcoorfe
Is all of her. Say that thou overheard’ft us.
And bid her fteal into the pleached bower,
To liftcn to our purpofe. This is thy office;
Sear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

^

Marg. I li make her come, I warrant, prefently.

” [Exit,
Hero. Now, Urfula, when Beatrice doth come.

As we do trace this alley up and down.
Our talk muft only be of Benedick

;

When 1 do name him, let it be thy part
T o praife him more than ever man did merit.
My talk to thee, muft be how Benedick
Is fickin love with Beatrice. Of this matter
is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made.
That only wounds by hear-fay. Now begin

;

Enter Beatrice.
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing runs,
Clofc by the ground, to hear our conference.
The pleafant’ft angling, is to fee the filh

Cut with her golden oars the CIver ftream,
And greedily devour the treacherous bait.

Urfu. Fear you not my part of the dialogue.
Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lofe

nothing
Of the falfe fweet bait that we lay for it.

No, truly, Uclula, jhe’s too difdainful

;

1 know her fpirits are as coy and wild.
As haggards of the rock.

Urju. But arc you fure

That Benedick loves Beatrice fo intirely

She knew his love, left /he make fport at It.

Hero. Why, you fpeak truth. I never yet faw
man,

How wife, how noble, young, how rarely featur’d^
But ihe would fpell him backward; if fair-fac’d.
She’d fwear the gentleman fliould be her fifter;
If black, why nature, drawing of an antick,
Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-headed

j
It low, an aglet very vilely cut;
If (peaking, why, a vane, blown with all winds;
If filent, why, a block, moved with none.
So turns (he every man the wrong, fide out.
And never gives to truth and virtue that
Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth.

Urfu. Sure, fure, fuch carping is not commendable.
Hero. But who dare tell her fo i If I ftiould fpe»k,

She d mock me into air; O, ftic would laugh me
Out of myfelf

;
prefs me to death with wit.

Therefore, let Benedick, like cover’d fire,

Confume away in fighs, wafte irswardly;
It were a bitter death to die with mocks.

Urfu, Yet tell her of it
; hear what (he will fay.

Hero. No, rather I will go to Benedick,
And counfel him to fight againft his paftlon.
And, truly, I’ll devife fame honeft Handers
To ftain my coufin with. One doth not know
How much an ill word may impoifon liking.

Urfu. O, do not do your coufin fuch a wrong.
She cannot be fo much without true judgment,
(Having fo fweet and excellent a wit,
.As file is priz’d to have) as to refufc >

So rare a gentleman as Benedick.
Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name.
Urfu. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.

When are you married. Madam i

Hero. Why, every day, to-morrow. Come, go in.
I'll (hew thee fome attires, and have thy counfel
Which is the heft to turnilh me, to-morrow.

Urfu. She's ta’en, I warrant you; we have caught
lier, M.rdam.

Hero. It ir prove (o, then loving goes by haps
;

Some Cupids kill with arrows, fome with traps.

[Exeunt.
Beat. What fire is in my ears ? Can this be true i

1 Stand 1 condemn’d for pride .vid fcorn ft) much/

j

Contempt, tarewel, and maiden pride adieu!

j

No glory lives behind the back of Inch,

1
And, Benedick, Jove on, I will requite thee;

j

lainiug my wild heart to thy loving hand,
if thou doll love, my kindnefs Ih.ill incite thee;

I Love as thou wilt, Beatrice (hall requite thee.

[Exit,lU IlllirCiy Z \

Hero. So fays the prince, and my new-trot)ied I'.nter Don Pedro, CLiudlo, Benedick, and Leenato
lord. ! v.a... 1 a., c..- o ... .;ii : . Llord.

They did intreat me to acquaint her of it;

But 1 peifuaded them, if ciiey lov'd Benedick,
To wifti him wreftle with aft'edlion.

And never to let Beatrice know of it

Pedro. 1 do but (lay till your marri.ige be con-
|lummate, and then 1 go toward Arragon.

;
Claud. I’ll bring you thither, my lord, if you’ll

Ivouchlafe me.
- ......

I Pedro. Nay, I will only be bold with Benedick
Urfu. Why did you fo.^ Doth not the gentleman

1
for his company; for, from the crown of his head

Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed, to the foie of his foot, he is all mirth. He hath
iirh a r> i ji_: i!..As ever Beatrice Hiali couch upon ?

Hero. Q god of love ! I know he doth deferve
As much as may be yielded to a man;
But nature never fram’d a woman’s heart
Of prouder (luff, tlian that of Beatrice.
Difdain and fcorn ride fparkling in her eyes,
Mifprizing what they look on; and her wit
Values itfelf fo h'ghly, that to her
All matter cllc Terns weak. She cannot love.
Nor take no (hape nor projed of atfedlion.
She is fo felf-eiidear’d.

Urfu. Sure I tliink fo

;

.A,i:<; .heiefjrc, certainly it vvere not good

twice or thrice cut Cupid’s bow-llring, and the lit-

tle hangman dare not (hoot at him : he hath a heart

as found as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper

;

for what his heart chinks, his tongue fpe.aks.

Bene. Gallants, I am not as 1 have been.

Leon. So fay I ; methinks you are fadder.

Claud. I hope he is in love.

Pedro. Hang him, truant, there’s no true drop of
blood ill him, to be truly touch'd v.ith love; if he
be fad; he wants money.

Bene. I liave the touth-a. h.

Ptdr.j. Draw it,

S.'tc, M.iiig iv
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Ptdn, What ! figh for the tooth-ach ? i

L-eon. Which is but a humour, or a worm.
Bttte, Well, every one can mafter a grief, but he

that has it.

Ckadt Vet fay I, he Is in love. If he be not in

love with fome woman, there is no believing old

figns. He brulhes his hat a mornings ;
what IhouU

that bode?
Pedro. Kay, he rubs himfelf with civit

j
can you

fmell him out, by that?

Claud. That’s as much as to fay, the fweet youth’s

in love.

Pedro. The greateft note of it is his melancholy.

Claud. Nay, but his jelling fpirit, which is now
crept into a lute-ftring.

Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him.
Conclude he is in love.

Claud. Nay, but 1 know who loves him.
Pedro. That would 1 know, too. 1 warrant, one

that knows him not.

Claud. Yes, and his iU conditions
j
and in dcfpight

of all, dies for him.
Pedro. Indeed! Ibe lhall be buried with her heels

upwards.
Bene. Yet this is no charm for the tooth-ach

Old iignipr, walk alide with me, 1 have lludicd eight

or nine wife words to fpeak to you, which thefe hob*
by-horfes mull not hear. [£xit ’ivith Leon.

Pedro. For my life, to break with him about
Beatrice.

Claud. ’Tis even fo. Hero and Margaret have,
by this, play’d their parts with Beatrice; and then
the two bears will not bite one another when they
meet.

Enter Don John.
John. My lord and brother, Heav’n fave you.
Pedro. Good den, brother.

John. If you’re leifure fcrv’d, I would fpeak with
you.

Pedro. In private?

John. If it pleafe yout yet. Count Claudio may
hear, for what 1 would fpeak of concerns him.

Pedro. What’s the matter ?

John. Means your lordlhip to be married to-mor-

? [To Claudio.
Pedro. You know he does.

John. I know not that, when he knows what 1

know.
Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you

difcover it.

John. You may think I love you not
;

let that ap-
pear hereafter, and aim better at me by that 1 now
will manitell

j tor my brother, I think, he holds you
well, and in dearnels of heart, hath holp to eft’edl

your enfuing marriage: furely, fuit ill fpent, and la-
bour ill bellow’d.

Pedro. VVhy, what’s the matter ?

John. I came hither to tell you, and circumllan-
ces Ihorten’d, (for Ihe hath been too long a talking
of) the lady is dilloyal.

Claud. Who, Hero?
John, Even Ihe, Leonaco’s Hero, your Hero,

every man’s Hero !

Claud. Dilloyal?

John. The word is too good to paint out her wick-
eduefsj I could fny Ihe were worfe. Think you of
a worfe title, and 1 will fit her to it. Wonder not,
till further warrant. Go but with me, to-niaht,
and you lhall fee her chamber-window enter’d, even
the -night before her wedding-day

j
if you love her,

^en to-morrow wed her; but it would better lit vour
honour to change your mind,

Claud. May this be fo?

Pedro. I will not think It.

John. If you dare not trull that you fee, confcfs

not that you know. If you will follow me, I will

Ihew you enough; and when you have feenmore, and
heard more, proceed accordingly.

Claud. If I fee any thing, to-night, why I Ihould

not marry her, to-morrow, in the congregation where
I Ihould wed, there will I lhame her.

Pedro. And as I wooed foi' thee to obtain her, 1
will join with thee to difgrace her.

John. I will difparage her no farther, till you are
my witnelfes; bear it coldly but till night, and let

the ilTue Ihew Itfelf. [^ExeunCu

SCENE, the Street.

Enter Dogberry and Verges, <tuith the Watch.
Dogh. Are you good men and true?

yerg. Yea, or elfe it we're pity but they Ihould
lufler falvation, body and foul.

Dogb. Nay, that were a punilhment too good for

them, if they Ihould have an allegiance in themj
being chofen for the prince’s watch.
Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour

Dogberry.

Dogb. Firll, who think you the moll difartlefs

man to be conllable?

1 WItch. Hugh Oatcake, Sir, or George SeacoaI|
for they can write and read.

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seaooal. Heav’a
hath blell you with a good name: to be a well-fa-
vour’d man is the gift of fortune, but to write and
read, comes by nature.

2 Watch. Both which, mailer conllable

Dogb. You have.

2 Watch. I have.

Dogb. 1 knew it would be your anfwer. Well, for
your favour, Sir, why, give Heav’n thanks, and make
no boall ot it; and for your writing and reading, let
that appear when there is no need of fuch vanity.
You are thought, here, to be the moil fenfelefs and
fit man for the conllable of the watch, therefore bear
you the lanthorn : this is your charge; you lhall

comprehend all vagrom men
;
you are to bid anyman

Hand, ill the prince’s name.
2 Watch. How, if he will not Hand?
Dogb, Why, then, take no note of him, but let

him go, and prefently call the reft of the watch to-
gether, and thank Heav’n you are rid of a knave.
Verg. If he will not lland when he is bidden, he

is none of the prince’s fubjefls.

Dogb, True, and they are to meddle with none
but the prince’s fubjefls. You lliall alfo make no
noifeintbe llreets; for the watch to babble and talk,
is mo.ft tolerable, and not to be endur’d.

iWacch, We will rather fleep, than talk; we
know what belongs to a watch.

Dogb. Why, you fpeak like an ancient and moll
quiet watchman, for I cannot fee how fleeping Ihould
olfend; only have a care that your bills be notftolen.
Well, you are to call at all the alehoufes, and bid
them that are drunk get them to bed.

2 Watch. How, if they will not?
Dogb. Whyythen, let them alone till they are fo-

ber; if they make you not then the betrer anfwer,
you may fay, they are not the men you took them
for.

2 Watch. Well, Sir.

Dogb.^ If you meet a thief, you may fufpefl him,
by virtue of your olSce, to be no true man; and for
fuch kind of men, the lefs you meddle or make with
them, why tlie more is for your hoiiclly,

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, lhall we
not lay hands on him ?

Dogb. Truly, by your office you may; but I thin.k
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they th^t touch pitchy will be defil*d^ the znolb
peaceable way for you, if you do take a thief, is to
let him Aew hirafelf what he is, and fteal out of
your company.

yerg. You have been always call’d a merciful man,
partner.

Dogb. Truly I would not hang a dog, by mj will,
much more a man who hath any honeily in him.

yerg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you
muft call to the nurfe, and bid her ftill it.

a IVatcb, How if the nurfe be alleep, and will not
hear us t

Much Ado about Nothing'.

Cenr. Artnotthou, thyfelf, giddywith thefafliion*
that thou haft Ihifted out of thy tale, into tel-
ling me of the fafliion ?

£ora. Not fo, neither. But know, that I have
to-night, woo’d Margaret, the Lady Hero’s gentle-
woman, by the name of Hero. She leans me out
at her miftrefs's chamber-window

;
bids me a thou-

fand times good night 1 tell this tale, vilely——
I ftiould firft tell thee how the prince, Claudio, and
my mafter, planted, and placed, and poirefted by my
mafter, Don John, faw far off in the orchard, this
amiable encounter.

Dogi. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the
child wake her with crying! for a ewe that will not
hear her lamb when it baes, will never anfwer a calf
when he bleats.

yerg, 'Tis very true.

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, con-
ftable, are to prefent the prince’s own perfon

;
if you

meet the prince in the night, you may ftay him.
yerg. Nay, by’r lady, that I think he cannot.
Dogb. Five Ihillings to one on’t, with any man

that knows the ftatutes, he may ftay him
;
marry,

not without the prince be willing: for, indeed, the
watch ought to offend no manj and itis an offence
to ftay a man againft his will.

Uerg. By’r lady, I think it be fo.

Dogb, Ha, ha, ha! Well, mafters, good night;
an there be any matter of weight chances, call me
up; keep your fellows council and your own, and
good night—Come/ neighbour.

a IVatcb. Well, mailers, we hear our charge;
let us go lit here, upon the church- bench, till two,
and then all to bed.

Dogb, One word more, honeft neighbours. 1

pray you, watch about Signior Leonato’s door, for
the wedding being there to-morrow, there is a

great coil, to-night. Adieu; be vigilant, 1 befeech
you, [-Eareanf Dogb. anrf Verg.

Enter Borachio and Conrade.
Bora. What, Conrade!
I IVatcb. Peace, ftir not. [/IJidc-

Bora. Conrade, I fay.

Conr. Here, man, I am at thy elbow.
Bora. Stand near me, and ] will, like a true

drunkard, utter all to thee.

1 IVatcb. Some treafon, mafters; yet Hand clofe.

Bora. Therefore, know, I have earned of Don
John a thoufand ducats.

Conr. Is it polfible that anj^ villainy Ihould be fo

dear

Bora. Thou Ihould’ft rather alk If it were poliible

any villainy Ihould be fo cheap I for when rich vil-

lains have need of poor ones, poor ones may make
what price they will.

Conr. I wonder at it.

Bora. That Ihcws thou art unconlirm'd
;

thou
knoweft that the falbion of a doublet, or a hat, or

a cloak, is nothing to a man.
Conr. Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. I mean the falhion.

Conr. Yes, the falhion is the falhion.

Bora. Tulh, I may as well fay, the fool’s the fool.

But feeft thou not what a deformed thief this

falhion is }

I IVatcb. I know that Deformed; he has been a

vile thief, this feven years; he goes up and down,
like a gentleman. I remember his name.

Bora, Didft thou not hear fomebody?
Conr. No, 'twas the vane on the houfe.

Bora. Seeft thou not, 1 fay, what a deformed thief,

this falhion is? how giddily he turns about all the

hot bloods, between fourteen and live and thi.'Vj.

Conr. And thought they Margaret was Hero I

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio;
but the devil, my mafter, knew Ihe was Margaret.
Away went Claudio enraged, fwore he would meet
her, as he was appointed next morning at the temple,
and there, before the whole congregation, lhame her
with what he faw o’ernight, and fend her home again
without a hulband.

1 Watch. We charge you, in the prince’s name.
Hand.

z Watch. Call up the right mafter conftable
;
we

have here recovered the moft dangerous piece of
lechery, that ever was known in the common-wealth,

1 Watch. And one Deformed it One of them: I
know him, he wears a lock.

Conr. Mafters, mafters.

2 Watch. You’ll be made bring Deformed forth,
I warrant you.

Conr. Mafters -

I Watch. Never fpeak, we charge you, let us obey
you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity,
being taken up of thefe men’s bills. [Exeunt,

SCENE, Leonato's Houfe,
Enter Hero and Margaret.

Marg, Troth, I think your other drefs were better.

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I’ll wear this.

Matg. By my troth, it’s not fo good, and 1 war-
rant your coufin will fay fo.

Hero. My coufin’s a fool, and thou art another.
I’ll wear none but this.

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently,

and your gown’s a moft rare falhion, i’faith. I faw
the duchefs of Milan’s gown that they piaife fo

;

but for a line, graceful, and excellent talhion,
yours is worth ten on’t.

Hero. Cod give me joy to wear it, for my
heart is exceeding heavy.

Marg. ’Twill be heavier foon, by tlic weight of
a hulband.

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not alham’d ?

Enter Hc.urice.

Hero. Good morrow, coa.

Beat, Good morrow, fweet Hero.
Hero. Why, how now .> Do you fpeak in the fick

tune?

Beat. I am out of other tune, methinks. ’Tis

almoll five o’clock, coufin
;

'tis time you were
ready. By my troth, I am exceeding ill; hey ho!
Marg. For a hawk, a horfe, or a hulband f

Bear. By my troth, I am fick.

Marg. Get you fome of this diftill'd carduus be,

nediSius, and lay it to your heart; it is the only
thing for a qualm.

Beat. Brnediffui! Why bencdiflut f You have
fome moral in this her.cdiblui.

Marg. Mor.al ! No, by my troth, I have no mo-
ral meaning

; 1 meant plain holy-thiftle. Vou may
think, perchance, th.at I think you are in love ;

nay, by’r lady, 1 am not fuch a fool to think what
1 lift; nor 1 lift not to ihinJc wiiaC I can: aor in-
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deed I cannot think, If I would think my heart out

with thinking, that you are in love, or that you will

be in love, or that you can be in love
:

yet Benedick
was fuch another, and now is he become a man

;

he fwore he would never marry, and yet now, in

defpight of his heart, he eats his meat without
grudging; and how you may be converted, 1 know
not, but mechinks you look with your eyes as

other women do.

Beat. What pace is this thy tongue keeps?
Marg, Not a falfe gallop.

Enter Urfula.

, Urfu. Madam, withdraw
;
the prince, the count,

Signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants

of the town, are come to fetch you to church.

Hero. Help me to drefs me, good coz, good Meg,
good Urfula. [Exeunt.

Enter Leonato, luith Dogberry and Verges.

Leon. Whatwouldyou with me, honeft neighbour '

Dogh. Marry, Sir, I would have fome confidence
with you, that decerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief, I pray you, for you fee ’tis a bufy
time with me.
Dogb, Marry, this it is. Sir.

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, Sir.

l.eon. What is it, my good friends?

Dogb. Goodman Verges, Sir, fpeaks a little of
the matter; an old man. Sir, and his wits are not
fo blunt, as God help I would defire they were;
but, in faith, as honed: as the Ikin between his

brows.

l''erg. Yes, I thank Heaven, I am as honeft as

any man living, that is an old man, and no ho-
nefter than I.

Dogb. Compailfons are odorous, palabras, neigh-
bour Verges.

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious.

Dogh. It pleafes your worfliip to fay fo,- but we
are the poor duke’s officers; but truly, for mine
own paft, if I were as tedious as a king, I could
find in my heart to beftow it all to your worlhip.

Leon. All thy tedioufnefs on me, ha?
Dogb. Yea, and twice a ihouland times more

than ’tis, tor i hear as good exclamation on your
worlhip as of any man in the city

;
and though I be

but a poor man, 1 am glad to hear it.

h'erg. And fo am 1.

Leon. I would frin know what you have to fay.

yerg. Marry, Sir, our watch, to-night, except-
ing your worlhip’s prefence, hath ta’en a couple as

arrant knaves as any in MelTma.
Dogb. A good old man. Sir; he will be talking,

as they fay; when the age is in, the wit is out.
Heaven help us, it is a world to fee : well faid,

i’faith, neighbour Verges; well, he’s a good man
;

an two men ride an horfe, one muft ride behind
;

an honeft foul, i’faith. Sir, by my troth he is, as
ever broke bread

; but Heaven is to be worlhipp’d

;

all men are not alike, alas, good neighbour !

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too Ihort of
you.

Dogb. Gifts that Heaven gives.

Leon. J muft leave you.
Dogb, One word. Sir

;
our watch have, indeed,

comprehended two aufpicious perfons, and we
would have them this morning examin’d before
your worlhip.

Leon. Take their examination yourfdf, and bring
it me ; 1 am now in great hafte, as may appear un-
to you.

D}gb. It lhall he fuffigance.

Leon, Drink fome wine, ere you go ; fare you
'*'®^** [Exit Leoij.

*3
Dogb. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis

Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the
jail

;
we are now to examine thofe men.

yerg. And we muft do it wifely.

Dogb. We will fpare for no wit, I warrant J
here’s that lhall drive fome of them to ansn-come.
Only get the learned writer rofet down our excom-
munication, and meet me at the jail. [Exeunt,

'^<»MnMocogKiooixno,^^^^^^^oooao<>osoo»oaooao«>-^

ACT IV.
SCENE, a Church.

Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio,
Benedick, Hero, Beatrice, Gfr. difeovered.

C OME, Friar Francis, be brief, only to
the plain form of marriage, and you

lhall recount their particular duties afterwards.
Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry this

lady?

Claud. No.
Leon. To beraarry’d to her, friar; you come to

marry her.

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to
this Count.

'

Hero. 1 do.

Friar, If either of you know any inward impe-
diment, why you Ihould not be conjefrn’d, 1 charge
you, on your fouls, to utter it.

Claud. Know you any, Hero?
Ht.ro. None, my lord.

Friar. Know you any, count’
Leon. I dare make his anfwer, none.
Claud. O what men dare do ! wha t men mavdo

!

what men daily do !

Bene. How now ! Interjedlions 1

Claud. Stand thee by, triar : father, bv your leave.
Will you, with free and unconllraineo foul.
Give me this maid your daughter ?

Leon. As freely, fon, as God did give her me.
And what have I to give you back, whofeClaud.

worth
May counterpoife this rich and precious gift?

Pedro, Nothing, unlefs you render her again.
Claud. Sweet Prince, you teach me noble thaiik-

fulnefs :

There, Leonato, take her back again;
She’s but the fign and femblance of her honour t

Beheld, how like a maid Ihe bliilhes here !

O, what authority and Ihew of truth.
Can cunning lin cover itfelf withal '

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed;
Her blulh is guiltinefs, not modefty.

Leon. What do you mean, my Lord ?

Claud. Not to be marry’d;
Not knit my foul to an approved wanton.

Leon. Dear my lord, if you
Have mave defeat ol her virginity

Claud. No, Leonato, •

I never attempted her with word too large,
But as a brother to his filler, Ihew’d
Balhful fincerity, and comely love.

Hero. And feem’d I ever otherwife to you?
Claud. Out on thy feeming, 1 will write agarnft it;

You feem to me as Dian in her orb.
As chafte as is the bud, ere it be blown :

But you are more intemperate in your blood,
1 han Venus, or thofe pamper'd animals
That rage in favage fenfuality.

Hero. Is pay lord well, that he doth fpeakfo wide?
Leon. Sweet prince, why fpeak not you?
Pedro, What lhall I fpe?,k ?
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3 ftand dl/honourM, that have gone about Into a pit of ink, that the wide fea

To link my dear friend to a common Itaie.

Lean. Are thcfe things fpoken, ordorl but dream?
yobn. Sir, they ate fpoken, and thefe things

are true.

Sffif. This looks not like a nuptial.

Her'}. True! O Heav’n !

Clautd- Leooato, ftand I here ?

Is this the prince ? Is this th» prince’s brother?

Is this face Hero’s ? Are our eyes our own ?

Lon. All this is fo; but what of this, my lord ?

Claud. Let me but move one queftion to your

daughter.

And by that fatherly and kindly power.

That you have in her, bid her anfwer truly.

Lnn. \ charge thee do fo, as thou art my child.

Hero. O Heav’n defend me, how am J befet

!

What kind of catechizing call you this ?

Claud. To make you anfwer truly to your name

Hath drops too few to wafli her clean again.

Bent. Sir, Sir, be patientj

For my part, I am fo attir’d in wonder,
I know not what to fay.

Beat. O, on ray foul, my coufin is belied.

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow laft night ?

Beat. No truly, not; aliho’, until laft night,

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d ! O, that is flronger

made,
Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron.

Would the prince lye? and Claudio, would he lye?

Who lov’d her fo, that, fpeaklng of her foulnefs,

Wdfti’d it with tear.s? Hence, from her, let her die.

j

Friar. Hear me, a little;

I

For ! have only filent been fo long,

I

And given way unto this courfe of fortune,
' By noting of the lady. I have mark’d

Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name
|

A thoufand bluftiing apparitions

With any juft reproach ?

Claud. Marrv, that can Hero
;

Hero herfelf can blot out H.:ro’s virtue.

What man w.as he talk’d with you, yeflernigbt,

Under your window, betwixt twelve and one ?

Now, if you can, anfwer to this.

Here. I talk’d with no man, at that hour, my lord.

Bedro. Leonato,

1 am forty you muft hear; upon mine honour,

Myfelf, my brother, and this grieved Count,

Did fee her, hear her, at that hour, laft night,

Talk with a ruffian, at her chambe.r-wiiidow,

Who hath indeed, moft like a liberal viMain,

Confefs'd the vile encounters they have had,

A thouland times, ira fecret.

John. Kie, lie, they are not to be nam’d, my lord.

Not to be fp.ikcn o*

;

There is not chaiiity enough in language.

Without oftenrc,to uttei them— Thus, pretty lady,

I am forty f.rr thy much mifgovernrncnt.

Claud- O Hero ! what an angel hadft thou been.

If half thy outward graces had been plac'd

About the. thoughts and counfels of thy heart ?

But, fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair!

For thee I’ll lock up all the gates of love,

And on my eyelids (hall conjedture hang,

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm,

And never (hali it more be gracious.

LttV- Ilath no man’s dagger here a point for me ’

[Hero faints.

Bene. Look to the lady.

Beat. Why how now, coufin
;
wherefore fipk

you down ?

John. Come, let us go
;
thcfe things come thus

Smother her fpirits up. [to light,

[Excurt Don I’edro, Don John, and Claud.

Bene. H.'w doth the lady ?

Beat. Dead, I think; help, unrie!

Hero! why, [lero ! untie' Signior Benedick ' friar!

Leon. O fate ! take not away thy heavy haaid;

Death is the faireft cover for her ftiame,

Tliat maybe witli'd for.

Beat. How now, coupn Hero ?

Friar. Ha.e comfort, lady.

I.eon. Doft thou look up ?

Eiiar. Vea, wherefore ftiould flic not^

Lean. Wherefore? why doth not every earthly

Cry (hamr upon her ? could ftic here deny [thing

The ftory that is printed in her blood?

firiev’d 1, I had but one ’

Chid I for that at Vmgjl nrture’s frame?

I’ve one ron much, by thee.

Oh ! flje is tall n

To ftart into her face; a thoufand innocent fliames.

In angel whitenefs, bear away thofe blulhes;

And in her ey? there hath appear'd a fire,

To burn the errors that thefe princes hold

Againft her maiden truth. Call me a fool,

Truft not my reading, nor my obfervation.

My reverence, calling, nor divinity.

If this (weet lady lie not guiltlefs here.

Under fome biting error.

Lein. Friar, it cannot be:

Thou feeft that all the grace that (Ite hath left,

Is, that Die will not add to her damnation,

A fill of perjury: fhe not denies it;

Why fcek'ff thou then to cover with cxcufe.

That which appears in proper nakednefs ?

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of?

Hero. Tiiey know that do accufe me, I know
If 1 know more of any man alive, [none:

'l'ha:i that which maiden modefty doth warrant.

Let all riiy fins lack mercy! O, my father,

Prove you that any man with me convers'd,

.Kt hours unmeet, or that 1, yefteiiiighc.

Maintain’d the change of words with any creature,

Hefufe me, hate me, torture me to death.

Friar. There is foine llrange mlfpiifion in the

princes.

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour,

And if their wifdoms be milled in this.

The praftice of it lives in [olin the Baftard,

Whole fpirits toil in fiama of villainies.

Leon. I know not: if they fpcak but truth of

her,

Thefe hands (lull tear her; if they wrong her ho.

The proudeft of them lhall well hear of it. [nuur.

Friar. Paufe awhile,

.And let my counfel fway you in this cafe.

Your daughter, Lady Hero, left for.dead ;

Let her awhile be fcctetly kept in,

And publiftj it that (he is dead indeed.

Leon. What lhall become of this.'' What will this

do ?

Friar. Marry, this well carry'd, lhall, on her'he.

Change llander to remorfe; [halt,

But not for that dream I on this ftrangf courle,

But on this travail look for greater birth;

.And (fie thus dying,

Upon the inftant that IJie was accus’d,

Shall be lamented, pity’d, and excus’d.

Of ev’ry hoarer; fo will it fart with Claudio.

Bene, Good Leonato, let the friar advife you i

And though you know my inwardiicfs and love

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio,

Vet, by mine honour, I w'lll deal ia this,
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As fecretly and juftly, as your foul

Should with your body.

Lt5<j. Being that 1 flow in grief,

The fmalleft twine may lead me.
Friar. ’Tls well confented, prefently away.

A grievous wound requires a defperate cure.

Come, lady, die to live; this wedding-day,

Perhaps, is but prolong’d; have patience, and

endure. [Exeunt.

Manent Benedick and Beatrice.

Pent. Lady Beatrice, have you v/eptall this while ?

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Ber.e. 1 will not defire that.

Btf t. You have no reafon, I do It freely.

Bene. Surely ) do believe your fair coufin is

wrong’d.

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deferve of

me that woald right her!

Bene. Is there any way to (hew fuch friendlhip?

Beat. A very even way, but no fuch friend.

Bene. May a man do it ?

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours.

Bene. I do love nothing in the world fo well as

you
;

is not that ftrange ?

Beat. As ftrange as the thing I know not; it were
ps poffible for me to fay, I loved nothing fo well as

you; but believe me not; and yet I lye not; I con-
fefs nothing, nor I deny nothing. I am forty for

my coufin.

Bene. By my fword, Beatrice, thou loveft me.
Beat. Do not fwear by it, and eat it.

Bene. I will fwear by it, that you love me; and

J will make him eat it, that fays 1 love you not.

Beat. Will you not eat your word ?

Bene. With no fauce that can be deyifed to it; 1

proteft I love thee.

Beat. Why, then, Heav’n forgive me.
fiene. What offence, fweet Beatrice ?

Beat. You have ftaid me in 4 happy hour; I was
about to proteft I lov’d you.

Bene. And do it, with all thy heart.

Beat. I love you with fo much of my heart, that

none is left to proteft.

Bene Come, bid me do any thing for the*.
Beat, Kill Claudio.

Bene. Ha ! Not for the wide world,
Beat, You kill me to deny

;
farewel.

Bene. Tarry, fweet Beatrice.

Beat- I am gone, tho’ I am here; there Isno love

in you; nay, 1 pray you, let me go.
Bene. Beatrice

!

Beat. In faith, I will go.

Bene. We'll be friends, firft.

Beat. Yoj dare eafier be friends wjth ratj than
£g>it with mine enemy.

Bene Is Clauaio thine enemy ?

Beat, Is he not approved in the height a viljain ?

that hath flander’d, fcorn’d, difhonour’d my kinf-

woman ! O that 1 were a man 1 What, bear her in

hand, until they come to take hands, and then with
public accufation, uncover’d flander, unmitigated
rancour.—O, Heavep, that 1 were a man ! 1 would
eat his heart in the market-place.

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice.

Beat. Talk with a man out at a windowi^a pro-
per faying

!

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice.

Beat. Sweet Hero ! fljeis wrong’d, Iheis flander’d,

Ihe is undone.
Bene. But—..
Beat. Princes and counts! furely a princely tef-

tlniony, 3 goodly CQuat''COJnfe$, ^ fweet gallant,

bout Nothing. 1 5
furely! O that I were a man, for his fake! or that

I Had any friend would be a man, for my lake !

Buc manhood is melted into courtefies, valour into

campliment, and men are only turned into tongue,

and trim ones, too. He is now as valiant as Her-

cules, that only tells a lye, and fwears it
;

I can-

not be a man with wifliing, therefore 1 will die a

woman with grieving.

Bene, Tarry, good Beatrice; by this hand, I

love thee.

Beat. life it, for my love, feme other way than

fwearing by it.

Ber.e. Think you in your foul the Count Claudio

hath wrong’d Hero ?

Beat. Yea, as fure as I have a thought or a foul.

Bene. Enough; I am engag’d, I will challenge

him. I will kifs your hand, and fo le.ave you ;

by this hand, Claydio (hall render me dear account;

as you hear of me, fo think of me. Go, comfort

your coufin
; I muff fay Ihe’s dead ;

and fo, fare-

wel. [Exeunt.

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade, the

Y'o'wn-CIerk and Sexton in Gonvns,

To. Cl, Is our whole diffembly appear’d ?

Dogb. O, a ftool and culhion for the fexton •

Sext. Which be the malefaftors ?

yerg. Marry, that am I and my partner.

Dcgb. Nay, that’s certain, we have the exhi?

bition to examine.

Sext. But which are the offenders, that are to

be examin’d l,et them come before mafter town-

clerk.

To. Cl. Yea, marry, let them fome before me.
—What is your name, friend ?

Bora. Borachio.

Fo. CL Pray write down Borachio. Yours,

firrah i

Conr. I am a gentleman. Sir, and my name is

Conrade.

To. Cl. Write down, mafter gentleman Conrade.

Maftcfs, do you ferve heav’n ?

Beth. Yea, Sir, we hope.

Fo. Cl. Write down, that they hope they ferve

heaven; and write heaven firft ;
for heaven defend,

but heav’n fhould go before fuch vilIains---Mafters,

it is proved already that you are little better than

falfe knaves, and it will go near to be thought fo,

Ihortly
;
how anfwer you for yourfelves ?

Conr. Marry, SJr, we fay we are none.

To. Cl, A marvellous witty fellow, 1 alTure you,

but 1 will go about with him. Come you hither,!

firrah
;

a word in your ear. Sir; 1 fay to you, it is

thought you are falfe knayes.

Bora. Sir, I fay to you, we are none.

To. Cl. Well, hand afide
;

’fore heaven they are

both in a talc : have you writ down that they are

none ?

Sexf. Mafter town-clerk, you go not the way to

examine
;
you muff call the watch, that are their

accufers.

To. C/. Yea, marry, that’s the eafieft way ;
let

the watch come forth.— Mafters, 1 charge yot; ijs

the prince’s name, accufe tbefe men.
Enter Watchmen.

I Watch, This man faid. Sir, that Don John,
the prince’s brother, was a villain.

Fo. Cl. Writedown, prince John a villain; why
this is flat perjury, to calj a prilice’s brother villain.

Bora. Mafter town-clerk.

To. Cl. Pray thee, fellow, peace; I do not likt

thy look, 1 promife thee.

Sexton, What hev^ Jbu him fay clfe?
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2 Ti^atcb, Marry, that he had received a thou-

fand ducats of Don John, for accufing the Lady
Hero wrongfully.

‘To. Cl. Flat burglary as ever was committed,
D:gi>. Yes, by th’ roafs, that it is.

Sexton. What elfe, fellow ?

1 IVai'h. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon
his words, to difgrace Hero before the whole affem-

bly, and not marry her.

To. Cl. O, villain ! thou wilt be condemn’d into

everlafting redemption for this.

Sexton. What elfe?

2 Watch. This is all.

Sexton. And this is more, mafters, than you can

deny. Prince John is this morning fecretly ftol’n

away. Hero was in the manner accus’d, and in this

very manner refus’d; and upon the grief of this, fud-

denly died.——Matter conftable, let thefe men be

bound and brought to Leonato; I will go before, and

fhew him their examination. [Exit.

Dogb. Come, let them be opinion’d.——Come,
bind them. Thou naughty varlet!

Conr. Away, you are an afs, you are 4n afs.

Dogb. Dott thou not fufpeft my place ? Doft thou

not fufpeft my years? O that he were here to write

nee down an afs! but, matters, remember that I am
an afs, l.hough it be not written down, yet forget

not that 1 am an afs; no, thou villain, thou artful!

of piety, as (hall be prov’d upon thee, by good wit-

nefs; I am a wife fellow, and which is more, an of-

ficer; and which is more, an houlholder; and which
is more, as pretty a piece of flefh as any in MelTina,

and one that knows the law; go to; and a rich fel-

low enough ;
go to; and a fellow that hath had Iof-

fes, and one that hath two gowns, and every thing

handfome about him. Bring him away. OthatJ
had been writ down an afs! [Exeunt-

I

I

I

I
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A C T V.

S C 5 H F, before Leonato’s Houfe.

Enter Leonato and .'fntonio.
;

Ant-'XV you go on thus, you will kill ycurfel.^,
j

JL And ’tis not wildora thus to fccond grief
i

Againrt yourfelf. i

Eeov. 1 pray thee, hold thy peace
; I

'Cive not me counfel,
j

Nor let no comfort e’er delight mine ear, I

But fuch a one whofe wrongs doth fuit with mine : \

Bring me a father th.tt fo lov’d his child,
|

Whofe. joy of her is overwhelm’d like me,
j

And bid him (peak to me of patience;

No, no, ’tis all men's office, to fpeak patience.

To ihofe that wring under the load of (orrow;

But no man’s virtue nor fufficiency

To be fo moral, when he (hall endore

The like himfelf; therefore give me no counfel.

Ant. Tiietpiii do men from children nothing differ.

Leon. I pray thee, peace; 1 will he fle(h and blood
;

Bor there was never yet philofopher,

That could endure the tooth -ach patiently;

However they have writ the ttile of gods.

And made a pi(h at chance and fufterance.

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourfelf,

Make thofe that do olFend you fiiffer too. [fo. i

J.eon. There thou fpeak’ft rra(bn
;

nay, I will do

My foul doth tell me Hero is belied*,

And that (hail Claudio know, fo (ha’ll the prince,

And all of them that thus diflionour her.

Bn/ec Don Pedro and Claudio.”

Ant. Here come the prince and Claudio, haftil)i. I

Pedro. Good den, good d«n.
Claud. Good day to both of you.
Leon. Hear you, .my lords !

Pedro. We have fame hatte, Leonato.
Leon. Some hatte, my lord ! well, fare you well,

my lord.

Are you fo liafty, now? Well, all is one.
Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old

man.
Ant. If he could right himfelf with quarreling.

Some of us would lie low.

Claud. Who wrongs him, Sir?

Leon. Mar.-y, thou doft wrong me, thou dKTem-
bler thou !

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword,
I fear thee not.

Claud. Marry, be(hrew my hand,
If it (hould give your age fneh caufe of fear;

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my fword.

Leon. Tulh, tulh, man, never fleer and jeft at me;
I fpeak not tike a dotard, nor a fool,

As under privilege of age to brag

What 1 have done being young, or what would do
Were I not old: know, Claudio, to thy head.

Thou haft fo wrong’d my innocent chilo and me.
That I am forc’d to lay my reverence by.

And with grey hairs and bruile of many days.

Do challenge thee to trial of a man ;

I fay, thou haft belied my Innocent child.

Thy (lander hath gone thioiighand through her heart,

.^nd Ihe lies bury'd with her an^ellors;

O, in a tomb where never fcanoal flepc,

Save this of her’s, fram’d by thy villainy!

Claud. My villainy

!

Leon. Thine, Claudio; thine, I fay.

Pedro. You fay not right, old man.
Leon My lord, my lord,

I’ll prove it on his body, f he dare;

Defpiglit his nice fence, and his aftive praftlce,

His May of youth, and bloom of luftihood.

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you.

Leon. Canfl thou (o daft'e me ? Thou haft kill'd

my child

;

If theu kiirft me, boy, thou /halt kill a man.

Ant. He (hall kill two of us, and men indeed;

But that’s no matter, let him kill one firft;

VVin me and wear me, let him anfwer me.

Come, follow me, boy, follow me;
I’ll whip you from vourfoinlng fence;

Niv, as 1 am a ger.i.ernan, I will.

Leon. Brother

Ant. Content yourfelf; Heav’n knows 1 lov’d

my niece.

And (he is dead, (lander’d to death by villains,

That dare as well anfwer a man, indeed,

As 1 dire take a ferpent by the tongue !

Boys, apes, br.iggarts, jacks, niiikfops!

Leon. Brother Anthony !

Ant. Hold you content: what, man! I know

them, yea,

And what they weigh, even to the utmoft fcruple;

Scr.imbling, out-facing, fattiion-mongering boys.

That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and lUnder,

And fpeak of half a dozen dangerous words.

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durft;

And this is all.

Leon. But, brother Anthony !

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter.

Do not you meddle; let me deal in this.

Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your

patience.

My heart is foity for your daughter’s death ;

But, on my honour, (he vyas charg d with nothing
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feuc what was true, and very ful! of proof.

Leon. My lord, my lord —
Pedro. I will not hear you.

Leon, No! come, brother, away; I will be heard.

Ant. Aud ihali, or feme of us will fmarc for it.

[Exeunt both.

Enter Benedick.

Pedro. See, fee, here comes the man we went to

^eek.

Claud. Now, /ignior, what news ?

Bene. Good day, my lord.

Pedro. Welcome, lignior; you are almoft come
to part almoll a fray,

Claud. We had like to have had our two nofes

fnapt off, by two old men without teeth.
,

Pedro. Lconato and his brother; what think’ft

thou ? Had we fought, I doubt we ihould have been

too young for them.
Bene. In a falfe quarrel there is no true valour •. I

came to feek you both.

Claud. We have been up and down to feek thee,

for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain

have it beaten away ; wilt thou ufe thy wit

Sene, It is in my fcabbard; lhall 1 draw it?

Claud. I will bid thee draw, as we do the min-
ftrel's; draw to pleafure us.

Pedro. As I am an honeft man, he looks pale:

art thou Ack, or angry ?

Claud. What I courage, man
;
what tho’ care kill’d

a cat, thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill care.

Bene. Sir, I ftiall meet your wit in the career, if

you charge it againft me. 1 pray you, chufe another
fubjeft. I don’t like it.

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more ;

1 think he be angry, indeed.

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his gir-

dle.

Bene. Shall I fpeak a word in your ear?
Claud. Blefs me from a challenge

!

Bene. You are a villain
J

I jeft not. I will make
it good, how you dare, and what you dare, and when
you dare. Do me right, or I will proteft your
cowardice. You have kill’d afvveet lady, and her
death lhall fall heavy on you. Let me hear from
you.

Claud. Well, I wiil meet you, fo I may have
good cheat.

Pedro. What, a feaft ?

Claud, rfaith, I thank him, he hath bid me to a

calf s-head; the which if I do not carve moft cu-
rioufly, fay my knife’s naught.

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well, it goes eafily.

Pedro. But when lhall we fet the favage bull’s

horns on the fenfible Benedick's head ?

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, “ Here dwells
Benedick, the married man.”

Bene. Fare you well, hoy, you know my mind; I

will leave you now, to your goffip-like humour; vou
break jefts, as braggarts do their blades, which,
Heav’n be thank’d, hurt not.—My lord, for yoirr

many courtelics, I thank you; J muft difeontinue
your company

;
your brother, the baftard, is fled from

MelTina; you have among you kill’d a fweet and in-

nocent lady. For my lord lack-beard there, he and I

ihall meet; and tilt then, peace be with him ’

[Exit Benedick.
Pedro. He is in earneft.

Claud. In moft profound earneft
;

and, I’ll war-
lant you, for the love of Beatrice.

Pedro. And hath challeng’d thee ?

Claud, Moft flneerely.

Pedro. What a pretty thing man Is, when he goe*
in his doublet and hofe, and leaves off his wit !

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Conrads and Borachio
guarded.

Pedro. But foft you, did he not fay my brother

was fled ?

Dogb. Come, you; Sir, if juftice cannot tame
you, (he lhall ne’er weigh more reafons in her ba«
lance

;
nay, if you be a curling hypocrite once, you '

muft be look’d to.

Pedro. How now 1 two of my brother’s men
bound? Borachio one !

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord.

Pedro. Officers, what offence have thefe men
done i

Dogb. Marry, Sir, they have committed falfe re-

port
;
moreover they have fpoken untruths

; fecon-

darily, they are Handers; lixthly and laftly, they
have bely’d a lady

;
thirdly, they have verify’d un-

juft things; and to conclude, they are lyingJcnaves.

Pedro. Firft, I alk thee what they have done;
thirdly, I alk thee what’s their offence

;
fixthly and

laftly, why they are committed; and to conclude,

what you lay to their charge ?

Claud, Rightly reafon’d, and in his own divilion.

Pedro. Whom have you offended, mailers, that

you are thus bound to your anfwer? This learned

conftable is too cunning to be underftood. What’s
your oft'ence ?

Bora, Sweet prince, let me go no farther to mine
anfwer

;
do you hear me, and let this count kill

ne ; I hav« deceived even your very eyes; wb.aC

your wifdoms could not difeover, thefe lhallow fools

have brought to light, who, in the night, over-

heard me confeffing to this man, how Don John,
your brother, incens’d me to Hander the lady Herd;
how you were brought into the orchard, and faw
me court Margaret, in Hero’s garment; how you
meant to dil'grace her, when you Ihould marry her.

My villainy they have upon record, which I had ra-

ther feal v/'th my death, than repeat over to my
Ihame. The lady is dead, upon mine and my
mafter’s falfe accufation : ajid, briefly, I defire no-
thing but the reward of a villain.

Pedro. Runs not this fpeech like iron through
your blood.

Claud. I have drank poifon, while he utter’d it.

Pedro. But did my brotl.er fet thee on to this ?

Bora. Yea, paid me richly for the praflice of it.

Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d of treachery.

And fled he is, upon this villainy.

Claud. Sweet Hero 1 now thy image doth appear

In the rare femblance that I lov'd it firft.

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs. 'By this

time our fexton hath reform’d Signior Leonato of

the matter
;
and, mailers, do not forget to fpecify,

when time and place lhall ferve, that I am an afs.

Perg. TIere, here comes mailer Signior Leonatc,

and the fexton too.

Enter Leonato, Sexton, and Servants,

Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me fee his eyes.

That when I note another man like him,
r may avoid him. Which of thefe is he?

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look

on me.
Leon. Art thou, art thou the Have, that with

thy bre.rth

Has kill’d mine innocent child ?'

Bora. Yea, even I alone.

Leon. No, not fo, villain, thou bely’ll thyfelf
j

Here Hand a pair of honourable men,
A third is fled, that had a hand in it.
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1 thank you* princeSj for my daughter’s death j
Record It with your high and worthy deeds

;

Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

Claud. 1 know not how to pray your patience
j

Vet I may fpeak. Chufe your revenge yourfelf
j

Impofe on me what penance your Invention
Can jay upon my fin. Yet, I finti’d not.
But in nhifiaking.

Pedro. By my foul, nor 1
5

And yet, to fatisfy this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight
That he’ll enjoin me to.

Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live again
j

That were impolTible. But, 1 pray you both,
Poflefs the people in Mefiina here>
How innocent Ihe dy’d.

Come you to my houfe.
And fince you could not be my fon-in-law.
Be yet my nephew. My brother hath a daughter,
Almoft a copy of my child that’s dead.
And (lie alone is heir to both of us.

Give her the right you Ihould have given her coufin,
And fo dies my revenge.

Claud. O, noble Sir !

Your over-kindnefs doth wring tears from me !

1 do embrace your offer; and difpofe
For henceforth of poor Claudio.

Leon. I will expedtyour coming.

[Exit Pedro, and Claud.
This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret,
Who, I believe, was pack’d in all this vrrong,
Hir’d to it by Don John.

Bora. No, by my foul, Ihe was not;
Nor knew not what Ihe did, when fire fpoke to me,
But always hath been juft and virtuous.
In any thing that I do know by her.

Dogb. Moreover, Sir, which, indeed, is not under
white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender,

did call me afs
; 1 befeech you; let it be remem-

bered in his punilhment; and alfo, the watch heard
them talk of orle Deformed

; 1 pray you examine
him upon that point.

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honeft pains.

Dogb. Yourworlhip fpeaks like a moft thankful
*nd reverend youth

;
and 1 praife heav’n for you.

Leon, There’s for thy pains.

Dogb. Heav’n fave the foundation !

Leon. Go, 1 dikharge thee of thy prifoner
5
and

I thank thee.

Dogb. 1 leave an errant knave with your wor-
fliip, which I befeech your worlhip tocoi redl your-
felf, tor the example of others. Heav’n keep your
worfliip; I wifti your worlhip well. Heav'n reftorc

you to health
;

1 humbly give you leave to depart
j

and if a merry meeting may be wilh’d, Heav’n pro-
hibit it. Come neighbour.

[Exeunt Dogberry and Conjiahlc.

Lean. Bring you thefe fellows on, we’ll talk with
Margaret,

How her acijuaintance grew with this lewd fellow.

[Exeunt.

SCENE Leonato’s Heufe.

Enter Benedick and Margaret,

Bene. Pray thee, fweet miftrefs Margaret, de-
ferve well at my hands, by helping me to the fpeech
of Beatrice.

Marg. Will you then write me a fonnet, in
praife of my beauty ?

Bene. In fo high a ftyle, Margaret, that no man
living ftiall come over it; for in moft comely truth,
thou deferveft it.

out Nothlng'o

Marg. To have no man eetsie Over me? Why|
lhall 1 always keep above ftairs ?

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's
mouth, it catches.

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s foils;

which hit, but hurt not.

Bene. A moft manly wit, Margaret, it will not
hurt a woman

;
and fo I pray thee, call Beatrice.

Marg, Well, I will call Beatrice to you.

[Exit Margaret.

Bene. 7be god of lovC) that fts above.

No, I cannot fing; but, for loving, Leander the

good fwimmer, Trolius, the firft employer of pan-

dars, and a whole book full of thefe quondam car-

pet-mongers, whofe names yet run fmoothly in the

even road of a blank verfe, why, they never were fo

truly turn’d O^er and over, as my poor felf, in love.

Marry, 1 cannot Ihew it in rhime
; 1 have try’d, I

can find no rhime to lady, but baby, an innocent’s

rhime; for fchool, JoJ, a babliiig rhime; forjeorni

bornj a hard rhime; very ominous endings: no, I

was not born under a rhiming planet, for 1 cannot

woo in feftival terms.

Enter Beatrice.

Sweet Beatrice, wouldft thou come when I call

thee i

Beat. Yea, Slgnlor, and depart when you bid me.
Bene. O, ftay but til! then.

Beat. Then is fpoken : fare you well now; and
yet, ere 1 go, let me go with that I came for, which
is, with knowing what hath pad between you and
Claudio.

Bene. Only foul words, and thereupon I will

kifs thee.

Beat. Foul words are but foul wind, and foul

wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is noifome;
therefore 1 will depart unkifs’d.

Bene. Thou haft frighted the word out of its

right fenfe, fo forcible is thy wit; but 1 muft tell

thee plainly, Claudia undergoes my challenge, and,

either 1 muft fhortly hear from him, or 1 will fub-

feribe him a coward. And 1 pray thee now tell

me, for which of my bad parts didft thou firft fall

in love with me ?

Beat. For them all together, which maintain’d fa

politic a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any

good part to intermingle with them. But tor which

of my good parts did you firft fuffer love for me?
Bene, Suffer love ! a good epithet. 1 do fuft’ef

love, indeed, for 1 love thee agalnft my will.

Beat, In fpite of your heart, I think. Alas*

poor heart! if you fpite it for my fake, I will fpite

it for yours; for 1 will never love that which my
friend hates.

Bene. Thou and I are too wife to woo peaceably.

Seat, It appears not in this confcffion. There’s

not one wile man among twenty that will praife

himfelf.

Bene. An old, an old inftance, Beatrice, that

liv’d in the time of good neighbours. It a man do

not ereft, in this age, his own tomb, ere he dies,

he fhall live no longer in monuments than the helU

ring and the widow weeps.

Beat. And how long is that, think you.^

Bene. Why, an hour in clamour, and a quarter in

rheum
;
therefore, it is moft expedient for the wife,

if Don Worm (his confclence) find no Impediment

to the contrary, to be the trumpet ot his own vir-

tues, as I am to myfelf. So much for praifing my-
fclf, who, I myfelf will bearwitnefs, is pralfe-wor-

thy. And now, tell me, how duth your coufin?

Beat, Very ill.
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itnt. And how do you.

itac. Very ill, too.

Enter Urfula.

Sent. Say your prayers, love me, and mend 5

there will I leave you too, for here comes one in

hafle.

Vrfu. Madim, you muft come to your uncle i it

>s proved my Lady Hero hath been falfely accus’d,

the prince and Claudio mightily abus’d, and Don

John is the author of all, who is fled and gone.

Beat. Will you go hear this news, Signior ?

Bene, I will live in thy eyes, die in thy lap, and

be bury'd in thy heart} and moreover, I will go

with thee to thy uncle. [Exeunt.

SCENE, a Saloon in Leonato’s Houfe.

Enter LeomCo, Benedick, Margaret, Urfula, An-
tonio, Friar, anti Hero.

Friar, Did not I tell you Ihe was innocent ?

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who ac-

cus’d her,

tJpon the error that you heard debated.

But Margaret was in fome fault for this}

Although againfl her will, as it appears.

jJnt. Well} I am glad that all things fOrt fo well.

Bene, And fo am 1 } being elfe by faith enforc'd

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all.

Withdraw into a chamber by yourlelves}

And when 1 fend for you, come hither malk’d.

The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour

To vifit me.—You know your office, brother;

Vo muft be father to your brother’s daughter,

And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies.

Ant. Which 1 will do with confirm’d countenance.

Bene. Fiiar, I muft entreat your pains, f think.

Friar, To do what, Signior ?

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them.
s—Signior Leunato, truth it is, good Signior,

Your niece regards md with an eye of favour.

Leon. That eyd my daughter lent her, ’tis moft

true.

Sene, And I do with an eye of loVe recjuite her.

Leont The fight whereof, I think, you had

from me.
From Claudio, and the prince* But what’s your

will t

Bene. Your anfwer, Sir, is enigmatical

;

Buc for my will, my will is, your good will

May ftalld with ours, this day, to be conjoin'd

1’ th’ ftate of honourable marriage,

M..ln which, good friar, 1 fhall defire your help.

Leon, My heart is with your liking.

Friar. Ahd my help.

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio.

Pedro. Hail tb this fair afTembly.

Leon. We here attend you. Are you ftill de-

termin’d

To marry with my brother’s daughter?

Claud. I’ll hold my mind, were Ihe an Ethlop.

Leon. Call her forth, brother, here’s the friar ready,

Pedro. Good-morrow, Benedick. Why, what':

the matter,

That you have fuch a February face.

So full of froft, of ftorm and cloudinefs?

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the favagebull.

Tufh, fear not, man, we’ll tip thy horns with gold.

And fo all Europe fhall rejoice at thee:

As once Europa did at lufty Jove,

When he would play the noble beaftin love.

Bene. Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable low,

Andfomc/uch ftrange bull leap’d your father’s cow,

And got a calf in that fame noble^ feat,_

Much like to you, for you have juft his bleat.

O, here they come.

Enter Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, a«i Urfula,

Claud. Which is the lady I muft feize upon?

Ant. This fame is fhe, and I do give you her*

Claud. Why, then, fhe’s mine. Sweet, let me
fee your face ?

Leon. No, that you fhall not, till you take her hanrj.

Before this friar, and fwearto marry her.

Claud. Give me your hand
;
before this holy friar,

I am your hulband, if you like of me.

Hero. And when I liv’d, I was your other wife.

[Unmajking,

And when you lov’d, you were my other hulband.

Claud, Another Hero ?

Hero. Nothing cert.;iner.

One Hero dy’d defil’d, but t do live
}

And furely, as 1 live, I am a maid.

Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero, that is dead!

Leon, She dy’d, my lord, but, whiles her flander

tartar, AH this amazement can I qualify, [liv’d.

When after that the holy rites are ended.

I’ll tell thee largely of fair Hero’s death;

Meantime, let wonder feem familiar.

And to the chapel let us prefently.

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Which is Beatrice ?

Beat. I anfwer to that name. What is your will ?

Bene. Do not you love me ?

Beat, Why, no ;
no more than reafori.

Bene. Why then your uncle, and the prince, and
Claudio, have been deceiv’d

5
they fwore you did.

Beat. Do rtot you love me?
Bene. Troth, no }

no more than reafon.

Beat. Why, then my coufin Margaret and Ur^
fula are much deceiv’d} for they did fwear you did.

Bene. They fwore you were almoft fick for me.
Beat. They fwore you were well-nigh dead for me.
Bene. ’Tis no matter. Then you do not love me ?

Beat, No, truly, but in friendly recompence.

Leon. Come, coufin, 1 am fure you love the gen-

tleman.

Claud. And I’ll be fworrt upon it, that he loves

For here’s a paper written in his hand, [Herj

A halting fonnet, of his own pure brain;

Falhion’d to Beatrice.

Hero. And here’s another,

Wilt in my coufin’s hand, ftolen from her pocket.

Containing her afFeAion unto Benedick.

Sene. A miracle! here’s our own hands againfl:

our hearts. Come, I will have thee} but, by this

light, I take thee for pity.

Beat. 1 would yet deny you, but, by this good

day, I yield upon great perfuafion, and partly to

fave your life} for, as 1 was told, you were in a con-
fumption.

Bene. Peace, I Will ftop your mouth.
Pedro. Howdoft thou'. Benedick, themarried man?
Bene. I’ll tell thee what, prince

}
a college of wit-

crackers cannot flout me out of my humour. Doft

thou think I care for a fatire, or an epigram ? No :

if a man will be beaten with brains, he fiiail wear
nothing handfome about him. In brief, fincel do
purpofe to marry, 1 will think nothing to any pur-

pofe that the world can fay againft it: and there'-

fore, never flout at me, for what 1 have faid againfl

it} for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con-
clufion. For thy part, Claudio, I did think to have
beaten thee, but in that thou art like to be my
kinfman, live unbruis’d, and love ray coufin.

Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldft have denied

Beatrice, that I might have cudgell’d thee.
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Btne. Come, come, we are friends. Let’s have

'

a dance, ’ere we are marry’d, that we may lighten
our own hearts, and our wives’ heels.

Leon, We’ll have dancing afterwards.
Bene. Firft, o’ my word

j therefore, play mulic.
Prince, thou art fad

; get thee a wife, get thee a
wife; there is no ftalF more reverend, than one tipt
with horn.

Enter MelTenger.

Mejf. My lord, your brother John is ta’en In
flight.

And brought, with armed men, back to Meflina.
Bene. Think not of him till io-morrow : I’ll de-

vife thee brave punilhments for him. Strike up,
pipers. [^Dance.

[Exeunt emnet.

/






